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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

ii 

Why the perpetual sway 

Of the air? 

Why the rift of the heaven 

Into light and dark, 

Into black and white of division? 

Women are deeper than sound. 
They are the storm, which continues 
In quiet, in peace, in sunshine, 
Healing and building 
In the air the airy sinews. 

THE POET AT NIGHT-FALL 

I see no equivalents 
For that which I see, 
Among words. 

And sounds are nowhere repeated, 
Vowel for vocal wind 
Or shaking leaf. 

Ah me, beauty does not enclose life, 
But blows through it — 
Like that idea, the wind, 

Which is unseen and useless, 
Even superseded upon 
The scarred sea; 
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Which goes and comes 

Altering every aspect — 

The poplar, the splashing crest — 

Altering all, in that moment 
When it is not 
Because we see it not. 

But who would hang 

Like a wind-bell 

On a porch where no wind ever blows? 

THE HUNTER 

You asked me what I did 
In peaked New Mexico, 
Where lives the most wild beauty 
To which a man may go. 

And I answer that I pursued 
Content that would go in a song 
Upon its silvery mountains 
So vainly and so long 

That if it were bear or lion 
Which I had hunted there 
I should now be like Orion, 
Fixed hungry in the air. 
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